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A BED-TIME RHYME 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
Said the Pillow to the Spread— 


““There’s no place to lay one’s head 
On your Counterpane so fine;; 
A far nicer place is mine.” 
“Nay, but see how it would be, 
“If there were no Spread like me; 
And besides, I keep one warm, 
And protected too from harm.” 
Said the Sheet, “Each one should be 
Necessary—just like 
Said the Blanket—‘“That is true! 
Without me what would one do? 
I’m to make a warmth so blest c 
‘That the bed’s.a downy nest. 
- "Deed we must not disagree 
There is need for each, we see!” 


will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
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DeaR READER: When you find a blue blank pasted on this nan you ae 


I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in store |||.) 
for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my traveling expenses. {#2 


Please let me hear from you just as soon as you receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, j 
WEE. WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. | 
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THE LITTLE GRAY HOUSE AT THE END OF THE 
LANE 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 


Chapter I. 

[AuTHoR’s NotrE—In this little story, the children may not grasp 
its underground meaning, yet the parents will, if they take the bother to 
read it. It seems we all wander so far away from the real things and 
board up the doors and windows of our real selves, that we forget our 
innocent days when we were close to God; and then, as we grow older we 
come back to them—down the lane to the little gray boarded-up house, 
and there we discover all sorts of valuable things, among them, our lost, 
or rather forgotten, childhood. ‘Within ourselves, our thoughts, our imagi- 
nations, and our work, we can find our happiness, and in finding our own 
happiness, we can, as | shall endeavor to bring out, bring happiness to 


others. | 


boarded up for many years, long before Patricia was even 
born. It was the first place she had gone when she was 
® || old enough to wander away from her own front gate with- 
out the family becoming alarmed. She used to toddle 
iL "down the grassy path, her little pink sunbonnet dangling 
down her back and her short pink skirts fluttering in the breeze, until 
she reached the old, weather-worn fence which shut the little gray 
house away from her as though it were in prison. Then she would 
press her face close between the pickets and look longingly in at the 
neglected yard and at the house with its old doors and windows 


boarded up and left to decay. 

The treasures of that old place were hers, for no one else knew 
about them; or if others did know, they did not seem to care. She 
loved every flower, bush and tree within sight, and she had learned to 


Fai HE little gray house at the end of the lane had — 
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watch and wait for her friends and to know just what season of the 
year they would appear. Sometimes they did not come back as the 
year rolled around, and she grieved for them as she did for a broken 
doll or a dead canary. In early spring there were patches of red and 
white daisies, masses of violets, whose fragrance made the little girl 
almost cry, she wanted so much to touch and gather them in her hands. 
Among the violets grew lillies-of-the-valley, heavy with perfume, and 
along the broken brick walk were uneven lines of jonquils and narcissi. 
When lilac time came the garden was a riot of waving plumes and 
lovely, stately stalks, for whoever planted those lilacs had chosen some 
of every variety ; deep and pale, white and lavender; large, overgrown, 
French flowers; the waving, graceful plumes of the Persian, and the 
stiff, fragrant, old-fashioned kind our grandmothers loved so well! 
When the fruit trees were in bloom the air was alive with the hum of 
many bees, and June was sweet with roses. 

Old John, the school janitor, gathered the fruit and trimmed the 
trees every year; but aside from that one occasion, no one ever entered 
the garden from year’s end to year’s end. 

Patricia longed to ask old John about the house, but she was a 
timid child and her courage always failed at the opportune moment; 
so she never found out, and no one ever spoke of the place in her 
presence. No one ever knew how much the child thought about the 
little, gray house and garden, and no one dreamed that in her mind it 
belonged to her! That she owned it! That it was her’s! 

One morning, early, Patricia was in her favorite corner, her 
paper dolls comfortably arranged on the exposed root of a maple 
which grew just outside the old gray fence. She was looking in the 
yard, and telling the cheerful little red rambler-rose how lovely it was 
in its new velvet skirt. 

“And do you know,” she said, “that my big soldier brother is 
coming home from the war! You can hardly believe it, can you? 
He’s been in a prison camp and he knew he’d get out sometime, but 
he-never thought it would be this soon; and he'll be home as soon as 
the boat will bring him. He was just like you, you dear lovely rose; 
you are a prisoner now and have to stay behind this fence, but some- 
time you'll be free. A fairy or something is coming to rescue you. 
And I’m going to help. No, I can’t tell you when or how, because 
I’m only a little girl and I don’t know, but I do know that it will hap- 
pen. Maybe I dreamed it, or maybe I just thought and thought and 
thought until it’s bound to happen; but anyway, no matter when or 
how, it’s sure to come true!” 

And just at that moment it did come true! There was a sound 
at the rusty old gate, the board that had so long held it shut was 
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pulled off and a beautiful woman (Patricia thought she was too large 
for a fairy), stepped into the neglected garden and, sitting down upon 
the worn old steps of the front porch, looked about and smiled a wel- 
come at the unkept place. 


Chapter II. 


The lady who had entered the gate and seated herself on the 
old porch step was all in gray, just like the house, only this gray was 
shimmery and soft and in folds that held lights and shades and 
silver sheen. A big gray hat wreathed in pale pink roses and green 
leaves was “‘just like the garden,” thought Patricia, as she watched 
from beneath the maple tree. 

A merry little breeze whirled around the corner of the house, and 
catching a swaying rose vine, fastened it securely in the flower hat as 
though making a suggestion that more decoration might add to the 
style. At first this caused annoyance, then a gay laugh greeted 
Patricia’s listening ears. “You naughty little rose vine, you always 
were causing me trouble!” Off came the gloves and soon the hat, 
too, was removed and the sun shone on golden hair—‘‘red,”” Patricia 
called it. 

Hat, gloves, parasol and wrap, were deposited on the old porch, 
and soon the gray lady was moving about the garden, from flower 
to vine, from tree to shrub, greeting them as old friends, as loved 
companions. Just then she caught sight of Patricia and her paper 

~ dolls outside the fence. She seemed almost frightened at first, as she 
gazed at the child in the pink gingham and sunbonnet. “Surely I’m 
not dreaming!” she said. Then with a puzzled frown, “Who are 
you, and why are you here?” 

“I—I’m just Pat,” stammered the child, quite overcome with 
embarrassment at being discovered, “and this is my little gray house 
and my yard, and I come here nearly every day to play—that is, 
when there isn’t any school. Who are you?” 

As much startled at the abrupt question as the little girl had been, 
the gray lady frowned again, then laughed, just as she had done 
when the naughty rose vine caught her hat. “I’m Fay, and this is 
my little gray house and my yard, and I used to live here every day, 
even when there was school.” 

Patricia gathered up her dolls, and there were tears in her 
eyes. If the little gray house did belong to the lady, of course she 
mustn’t stay; she must go to her really own house, but her heart was 
almost breaking! A\s she turned to go, the gray lady ran toward her, 
cerying, “Oh Pat, you're not going, now that I have found you! 
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When I first saw you I thought you were my child-self come back— 
the child-self I had almost forgotten. You see, I used to play paper 
dolls under that same maple tree, and I used to wear a pink dress and 
sunbonnet just like you! Come over and show me where to find the 
pansies, or are they all gone?” 

“Yes, they all went away long ago, all except one brave purple 
one, but last year he was so lonely he just couldn’t keep up being 
cheerful any longer, so this year he wouldn’t come back. May I 
come inside, really >, Oh, how I have wanted to!” 

““You don’t mean to say you've never been inside!” with 
astonishment. “Have you never used that maple limb above you 
instead of the gate? Well I'll show you how this very minute! Put 
your dolls in your pocket and catch tight hold of that limb, and 
swing back and forth until your feet are as high as the fence, then 
quick land on the rail. ‘That’s it, but you’re not quite high enough 
yet; one more swing, there you are! I’ve done it a thousand times 
myself!” 

Patricia stood a moment on the top rail of the shabby old fence, 
then one little jump, and she had landed inside the garden. At 
last, inside! She ran straight to the red rose, and putting her cheek 
close against its velvet petals exclaimed, “I told you you'd be free like 
my soldier brother, and now you are.” 

The gray lady watched the child and the rose; she remembered 
the story of the purple pansy whose cheerfulness just wouldn’t hold 
out any longer against neglect and loneliness. “I believe after all she 
must be my little, lost childhood, and I’ve found her again just where 
I lost her, after all these years!” 


MOTHER’S OPINION 


While walking through a crowded downtown street the other day, 
I heard a little urchin to his comrade turn and say: 

“Say, Jimmy, let me tell youse, I’d be happy as a clam 

If I only was de feller dat me mudder tinks I am. 


“Gee, Jim, she tinks dat I’m a wonder, and she knows her little lad 
Could never mix wid nothin’ dat was ugly, mean or bad. 

Lots er times I sits and tinks how nice ’twould be, gee whiz, 

If a feller only was de feller dat his mudder tinks he is!” 


My friends, be yours a life of toil or undiluted joy, 

You still can learn a lesson from this small, unlettered boy; 
Don’t aim to be an earthly saint with your eyes fixed on a star; 
Just try to be the fellow that your mother thinks you are. .—Anon. 
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live in the woods where everything is growing all the 
time and does not have time to get old. Many other 
boys come out to live with me, but I want all the boys 
to enjoy the things I enjoy, for I know they are the things 
which boys like. So I have been thinking for a long time just how 
I could arrange it, since I know we cannot all live in the woods. 
Then, too, I have learned that we do not have to live in a place to 
enjoy it. 

At last here comes the new Wee Wisdom, and it is going to give 
me some of its space each month. ‘Through these pages we are 
all going to become acquainted and take many walks and talks 
together. We will walk in the forests everywhere, and be together 
all the time. 

There is a little secret about being together when we are seem- 
ingly far apart, and I must tell you about that, first. Do you know 
that we do not have to be in the same town to be together? Well, 
we do not, and here is the way: When we are interested in the same 
thing, we are together. Isn’t that an easy way to get near someone 
that you like? Now, I am always interested in joy, and am happy 
all the time. If you learn to like me, and if you wish to be with me 
and take long walks with me, you too will have to be happy and full 
of joy all the time. 


So all the boys who read or know about Wee Wisdom are going 
to take a walk together. The girls may go, too, if they wish, and 
if they will promise to be happy always. 

I must tell you where we are to begin our first walk. In Canaan, 
New Hampshire, in the heart of a beautiful forest and close to a 
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wonderful lake, there is a little red cottage named after me, Peter 
Pan. Once a long time ago, I lived there for a few weeks, and it 
was all so interesting that I am sure it will be a jolly good place to 
start from. This is where I am going when I write these stories about 
our trips. 

But you may wonder how I can be in New Hampshire to 
write when I live in Kansas City, Missouri. That is very easy when 
you know what Peter Pan really is. I am really the spirit of life 
and joy and youth that is in every place and in everything. The 
joy you feel when you do just the right thing, is the Peter Pan side of 
you. When you are full of life, glad you are alive and glad that 
everybody else is full of life and happiness, that is when you are with 
Peter Pan. Now you can understand just how we are going to be 
together all the time, for we are going to be full of life and joy all 
the time. 

Now for our walk: All line up and follow me. As we go 
past the corner of the house here, you will see a little winding path 
that leads down to the lake. No sooner have we started down 
through the woods than I hear Harold, from the South, saying, “What 
is it that I smell>”’ No sooner are the words out of his mouth than, 
Joe, from the Northwest, shouts back, “The pines.” Joe will not tell 
us about the pines, to see if we can find out for ourselves. So we go 
among the trees and bushes growing on each side of the path, sniffing 
at everything we come to. Then Jack, from Texas, shouts, “Here 
it is! I have found it!” Then we learn that the peculiar odor is 
from slender, green, needlelike leaves of the trees in this vicinity. 
As we look about we find we are in 
the midst of very tall trees, so tall 
and straight that we all stretch and 
throw our shoulders back. The trees 
are covered with a red-brown bark, 
and at the end of each limb and little 
branch hangs a bunch of very sharp 
and slender needles. And in many 
of these little clumps of needles there 
is a little brown cone-like thing. Joe 
tells us this is the seed of the pine tree. 
All alive with interest, we want to 
know more about the pines. 

There is a little saw mill just 
over that hill there, and as we wish 
to take a long walk, we will enter the short path through the woods 
and find out more about the mill. Joe, who lives here and knows 
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all about these paths, is our guide—and off we go. As we gain the 
top of the hill and look around, we find that the whole country is 
hilly and that all the hills are covered with trees, with here and 
there a lake, or a level spot used by someone as a farm. Most of New 
Hampshire and much of the north- 
western part of the United States 
look like it does here. 

Squirrels, rabbits and_ birds 
make the trip interesting, and before 
we are aware of it we have reached 
the saw mill. Here the goodhearted 
man in charge showed us the big 
pine logs. The end of the logs look 
like picture No. 1. Harold wanted 
to know what makes the rings. On 
examining them we find that the 
ring itself is hard, while the wood between the rings is soft. Do you 
know what makes it this way? Well, the soft part of the tree grew 
in the summer, and the hard part in the winter, so each ring represents 
one year. The largest log has sixty-eight rings, so we know it is 
sixty-eight years old. 

Now we see how these big logs are carried up to large saws 
and cut into strips. These strips we call boards. They also show 
the hard and soft parts, but this time 
the lines run lengthwise, as shown in 
picture No. 2. 

The man starts to tell us how 
many things are made from pine, but 
we would rather just watch during 
the next few weeks and see how 
many things we can find that are 
made from this tree. 

By this time I am sure you are 
all hungry and we will have a bit of 
lunch, and sit down for a while be- 
fore starting home. While we are 
sitting here, Joe is going to show us 
how he makes a chain out of the 
pine needles. 

First he takes a good bunch of long ones, divides them like this 
(see picture No. 3), pulls out one needle (see picture No. 4), then 
turns the point of the remaining one back where he pulled the other 
one out (see picture No. 5). The next one he loops through the 
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first this way (see picture No. 6), and so 
on until he has a long chain. Then he 
makes a hole through the top of a cone like 
this, links both ends of the chain through it, 
and here he has a chain and locket for his 
sister. When he goes home he will tell her all 
about the trip, and give her the chain. 

We will all make a chain for our 
mothers or sisters. On our way home we go 
by the lake, just in time to see the last rays of 
the sun strike the little waves on the far 
side, making them look like dancing fairies. 

A happy day indeed for me, and I 
hope you have enjoyed it, too. Next month 
we will take another walk, but in some other 
part of the country. 


A WONDER STORY 
A bunch of dry, dead leaves, 


To a bare, brown willow clung, 
And all the winter through 
In the icy breezes swung. 
Even when spring-time came, 
And the tree was clad in green, 
Still on the topmost branch 
Might the withered leaves be seen. 
“Tf I could reach,” said a boy one day, 
“T’d pluck those leaves and throw them away.” 


But early one bright morn, 
Just as the boy passed by, 
Out from the dry, dead leaves, 
Came a beautiful butterfly. 
It fluttered from twig to twig 
And spread its wings for flight, 
k Leaving the child below 
; To marvel at the sight. 
7 “T certainly never dreamed,” said he, 


“That such a wonderful thing could be!”’ 
—Selected. 
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DAY AND NIGHT 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


HEN we look out across the sky at the many stars that far 
away wink and smile at us by night, it gives us a happy 
feeling to know that our earth is also a member of the sky 


family. When the great sun shines on us by day, we are 
P| glad that another member of the sky family is so close as 
to give us light in which to play and read. 

We shall begin our Studies out of the Book of the Sky by learn- 
ing what day and night really are. 

If we stand with our backs to the sun on a clear day, we shall see 
our shadows in front of us. If we turn our faces toward the sun, we 
shall not see our shadows, but they will be there, back of us. 

The shadows made by our bodies do not look much like our 
bodies. That is the way with all shadows; they never look much like 
the objects which cast them. 

We can see how this is by studying the shadow of a house or the 
shadow of a vine on the porch. The shadows do not plainly show 
what makes them, but we know that it is the house or the vine, because 
there is nothing else there to make the shadows. 

The earth is always in the sunlight, and night is the shadow of 
the earth. 

Let us go out into the sunlight and study how night is made. 

First we will stand facing the sun; the buttons on the fronts of 
our waists are in the light. The light on the buttons we will call day. 

Now we will turn around until the buttons are in the shadow, 
and the shadow we will call night. If we turn around and around, we 
will notice that the buttons pass from the light into the shadow, and 
then from the shadow into the light. 

The earth keeps turning in the sunlight. Like the buttons on our 
waists that keep turning with us, so we turn with the earth. Part of 
the time we are in the light; part of the time we are in the shadow. 
The turning of the earth in the sunlight makes day and night. 
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Our shadows fall on the earth. The shadow of the earth has 
nothing on which to fall; it streams out into the sky. The farther from 
the earth it goes the smaller it becomes, until far, far out in the sky, it 
ceases altogether. In the picture given, you will notice that at the 


margin of the page the shadow is not so wide as it is where it first 
leaves the earth. If the page were large enough, the picture would 
have been drawn to show the shadow ending in a point. The full 
light of the sun shines all around it, and wherever there is full light, 
no kind of shadow can be found. 

The sun never sets and never rises. What we mean by sunset 
and sunrise is day and night following each other around the earth. 
When we turn around in the sunlight to study how day and night are 
made, the buttons come to a place where they are in neither full light 
nor full shadow. ‘The place between full light and full shadow is 
twilight. Then, on the earth, 

Day is full light. 

Night is a shadow. 

Twilight is a blending of light and shadow. 


By night and day the stars and the sun 
Follow each other in games of fun; 

Around and around the sky they peep 
Like children playing at hide and seek. 


INSPIRATION 
A little sun, a little rain, 
A soft wind blowing from the West, 
And woods and fields are sweet again, 
And warmth within the mountain’s breast. 


A little love, a little trust, 

A soft impulse, a sudden dream— 
And life as dry as desert dust 

Is fresher than a mountain stream. 


—Selected by M. E. B., from “Rural W orld.” 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
Introductory 
ey AM sure that every little Wee Wisdom girl wants to 


learn to sew. How nice it will be to cut out, and to 
make all of Dolly’s clothes; to make real underclothes, 
5 8 || as well as dresses. One can even make Dolly a little 

2) nightgown to sleep in. Every little Wee Wisdom girl 
[Cus 2 | also wants to learn to help mother. Think how much 
joy it will be to sit beside mother and help her; one may thread 
mother’s needle, pull out the basting, and learn to sew on buttons, 
snappers, and hooks and eyes. One may also learn to mend neatly. 
Just think of doing all those things with one’s own hands, and being 
a help to mother, a real “Busy Sunbeam.” 

To learn to sew one must have 
four things: a long-eyed needle, 
some thread, a thimble, and a piece 
of cloth. A piece. of gingham or 
calico is best to begin with. Now 
we have all that we need, but, we 
must learn to use these things in an 
orderly manner. The first step is to 
learn to thread the needle. Hold 
the needle in your left hand between 


the thumb and forefinger. 


Thread: 
le 


Take a piece of thread the length of your arm, hold it in your 
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right hand between the thumb and forefinger, with a short end ex- 
tending beyond the end of the finger. Pass the end of the thread 
through the eye of the needle. The thimble is worn on the second 
= of the right hand. It should be firm and comfortable on the 

ger 
Do not bend your head over your work, but hold the work up 


The Second Step 

The second step is to make a knot. This knot is to prevent 
the thread from slipping out of the cloth. It would never do to 
have our stitches rip out as fast as we make them, would it> 

A knot is made in this way: Hold the thread 
in the left and twist the thread around the fore- 
finger of the right hand, holding it with the 
thumb and rolling it off with the middle finger, 
pressing the end of the thread through 
the loop around the finger. It sounds 
much harder than it really is, as you - 
will find when you have made one or 
two. 


Now we are ready to take the 
first stitch. It is the basting stitch, and 
it is used to hold two pieces of cloth in 
place while we sew them firmly together. 


I have threaded my needle, 
Put my thimble in place, 
I ask Divine Wisdom 


To teach me to baste. 


AUGUST 
What tho’ the August sun beat hot 
Upon the fields of yellow grain, 
What tho’ the torrid West wind blow 
With all its might and main. 


The sun is making ripe the crop 
The hot West wind may bring a shower, 
It turns the windmill, pumping full 
The tank upon the tower. . 


And so tho’ August seems to be 
Quite tiresome and hot, 


Dear Mother Nature thinks it best 
So criticise her not. 


} 
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A READY MADE FAMILY 
HENRIETTA HoRNUNG 


Little Wallie was living in a Children’s Home, kept by some 
good women, just waiting for a sure-enough mother of his own. 

One day when he was out walking with the matron and some 
of the other little ones, he met Dorothy Darling, aged fifteen, and 
her mother, who were on their way to the Home, seeking a little boy 
about two years old for adoption. I mention Dorothy first, because 
it was through her determination that this eventful trip was taken. 

Wallie’s entrancing smile won their hearts at once. 

Then the matron took him inside, gave him a bath, put on his 
pathetic little garments, and turned him over to his new mother and 
sister. 

On the way anne they became quite Gacousnged with their 
little charge. He was so em- P, 
barrassed that he stuck out his 
under lip, and refused to look 
up. They thought that this 
might indicate surliness, but lat- 
er, when they grew to know 
the little fellow’s sweet sunny 
nature, they learned that the 
dear child was only thinking of 
his changed fate. 

That evening he protested loudly when they tried to undress him, 
probably fearing that he would never get his clothes back again. 

As the days went by, he gained confidence in the ready-made 
family, consisting of father, mother, two sisters, Dorothy, before 
mentioned, Helene, the seventeen-year-old young lady of the house- 
hold, and last but not least, Laddie, the beautiful white Spitz dog. 

Now, Laddie was a most affectionate bow-wow. He would 
come and lay his head in your lap for several minutes always as he 
greeted you, making you feel that your petting was necessary to his 
happiness. 

Little Wallie was also very loving, being a constant kisser and 
hugger. Now here is where the trouble came in. 

Wallie wanted to squeeze Laddie so hard and so often that it 
got on Mr. Laddie’s nerves, and he would growl in protest. Loving 
as he was, he didn’t enjoy having his hair pulled in demonstration of 
affection. 


Laddie would endure Wallie part of the time, and then they might 
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be seen in loving companionship, curled up in the Morris chair, or 
playing peacefully on the sitting room rug. 

Often, however, Laddie wanted to rest in peace, while Wallie 
was inclined to be troublesome in his exhibition of love and interest 
toward Laddie. 

Then Laddie, recalling those peaceful days before the war, 
when he had the whole house to himself, would run to Mother Darling 
for protection; and she being a wise mother, made Wallie let Laddie 
alone, for a while, at least. 

As the days went by, their interests became more closely allied, 
and they learned to adjust themselves to each other better, as they do 
in well regulated families, and now Wallie and Laddie have become 
inseparable companions and playmates. 

I wonder what Laddie will do when Wallie gets old enough 
to go to Kindergarten. Perhaps he will enjoy being the baby of the 
family again for a few hours each day. 


THE MAGIC DISH CLOTH 
EMMA HarriINcTON TEEL 


“Come, Polly let us hurry 
and wash the dishes, so I will 
have time to copy a story and 
get it ready for the mail before 
the postman comes,” said Mrs. 
Gray to her little daughter. 

“Oh, Mamma, I want to 
go to pick violets and I don’t 
1//want to wash dishes,” replied 
Polly, whining. 

“But you must do your 
work first, and then there will 
be so much more pleasure in 
playing, as you will not have 
to worry about doing your work 
after you get back.” 


“T just hate to wash old dishes, they always spoil all the fun,” 
_ pouted the little girl, as she got the towel and prepared to wipe the 
dishes her mother was placing in the drainer. 

“T used to hate to wash dishes too, until I learned to use a magic 


dish cloth. Now I just love to wash them,” replied the mother, as 
she scalded the glasses. 
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“T don’t see anything magical looking about that cloth; is it one?” 
asked Polly. “‘It is like all our other ones.” 

“Yes, but I ‘put the magic in it by happy thought, and then 
squeeze out of it the fancies and practical ideas which I change with 
my pen and pencil into lots of the things we desire.” 

““You mean when you buy us nice things with the money you 
get for the stories you write and the pictures you draw.” 

Then they began to sing softly: 


“Nearer my Good to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee, 
E’en though it be a cross—” 


““What does that mean, mamma?” interrupted the little girl who 
was quick to catch a poetic fancy, but never wanted to read or sing 
anything she did not fully understand. 

“‘Nearer to knowing and seeing all the Good that is within and 
around me, even if it is a cross that makes me see it—”’ 

““What is a cross, anyway >” questioned Polly. 

“Well, it isn’t the kind of cross you were when you didn’t want 
to help wash the dishes,” smiled Mrs. Gray, but it is something like 
the disappointment which caused you to be cross. If we keep a happy 
heart and call the disappointment or unpleasantness good, we'll soon 
be raised up in Spirit until we see it really was the best thing for us 
after all.” 

“My, how quick we got ’em done!” exclaimed Polly, as her 
mother was called to the front of the house to answer a knock at the 
door. “There, old dish rag, I just love you since I’ve found out you 
are so full of good things,” she continued as she rinsed it and hung it 
on the line. 

“Hurry and wash your hands and take off your apron,” said 
mamma as she returned to the kitchen. “It is Molly with her new 
pony-cart come to take you for a ride to the woods to gather flowers.” 

“Qh, goody, goody! Aijin’t I glad now I didn’t go, and the 
magic dish cloth made it come out all right,” and away she skipped 
singing : 

“Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer my Good to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee.” 


Now I get me up to work; 

I pray the Lord I may not shirk. 

And when I go to bed tonight, 

I pray the Lord my work’s done right. 
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Where he hes sand in plenty 

He lets the children play four hee 
And mskes them sleep for twenty! 

_ The Sandmanis our best of “friends: 

leads the Children.troopin 
And) show rs of or 
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sings in happy rhyming; 
) tho stars with Susts ot mirt 


sots the breezes chiming. 


The Sandmanis abusy Qude 
From one Joy to anothor, 
And when the Earth has whirled sbout — 

He brin9s us back io Mo 
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THE BEST RICHES IN THE WORLD 
HarriET ELLs 


The Jackson School was dismissed. Up the street ran boys and 
girls in twos and threes and groups. A lady walking home, noticed a 
little girl following the others slowly. She had on a faded pink dress, 
far too short. She wore no hat but inside an old but clean sunbonnet, 
there shone a lovely little face. Her shoes were shabby, but she was 
very clean. Her hair was tied on either side with a tiny pink ribbon. 


The children ahead turned down a street lined with beautiful 
trees and nicely trimmed lawns. The little girl turned her head away 
and her eyes were moist, as she ran quickly down a side street and went 
into a tiny yard. The house was tiny, too, and of brown shingles. 
The paint was peeling off and the screens were sadly in need of repair. 
The little girl ran into the house where sat a lady, pretty, but poorly 
dressed. On her lap was a little baby, and as the little girl came into 
the room the lady said, ““Dorothy dear, mother did not have time to 
wash the dishes. Baby has been crying all afternoon, and has taken 
all my time.” 


The little girl disappeared, and after half an hour she returned 
in an apron much too large for her. 


“Now you may go and play up on Broad Street with Jennie 
Lane, if you want to, dear,” her mother said. 


“Oh mother, they will have nothing to do with me because I 
haven’t any new dresses and my daddy works at night!”’ she cried. 

“What foolish children,” her mother said, “come here and I will 
tell you what daddy does. In the morning he sleeps, and in the after- 
noon he goes around and takes orders. He is a salesman for Mr. 
Whistle, the big wholesale man. At night when he is away, he goes 
to the hotels and gets the men to be generous to Uncle Sam. That is 
why we have not so much money, because he works for his country at 
night and does not get money for it. We are going to move away 
soon, because daddy has to go to war. You go to school, learn your 
lessons well and act always as you should, and God will be good to 
you. 

The little girl went to school and obeyed her mother. Soon they 
moved away. She always did what her mother said, and finally when 
her daddy went to war she helped her mother and took care of the 
baby; they lived in a better house, because when her daddy had gone 
Uncle Sam gave them a check for what daddy had done. So she 
was richer in her way than Jennie Lane, and God always took care 


of her. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


How do you like Wee Wisdom in her new garb? She naturally 
feels a bit self-conscious at the party, with her new dress, and her 
hair fixed differently, and everything changed. Wee Wisdom is going 
to try to have something for each reader. She will have pictures for 
the little ones and games for those who wish to play. She will bring 
stories for those who love to hear them. She will bring joy to those 
who feel sad, and she will have a smile for those who are discouraged. 
She will speak a word of strength for those who are not demonstrating 
health, and she will carry a spirit of plenty for those who seem to 
lack. In fact, Wee Wisdom will strive to be everything from the 
playmate who makes mud pies with you, to the mother who tucks you 
in at night. 

There are so many interesting visitors this month that I shall noi 
talk further. Love to all the Boosters. Write and tell me what you 
think of Wee Wisdom. She wants to look just as you want her to. 


RoyYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—The reason we did not give our opinion as to 
increasing the size of Wee Wisdom was that it will increase the price 
also, and a lot of boys and girls will not be able to take it at a dollar 
a year, and they could take it at fifty cents. Take the case here for 
instance: Mother always subscribed for two copies for the house and 
another for a little girl here that wouldn’t be able to take it at all, unless 
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mother gave it to her. You see that would make it three dollars at the 
new price, and it isn’t always easy for mother to raise the price. We are 
glad the Boosters wanted to know about healing, because that’s what all 
Boosters should know about, and they should be doing it, too, if Practical 
Christianity is to amount to anything more than nice talk. We heal, and 
people often come here for healing, they often write for it, too. I hope 
that all the Boosters’ gardens are looking as nice as mine is. Goodbye, 


Earnest P. Baltzell, 1. H. S. Club. 


Why Earnest, can’t you see in Wee Wisdom’s increased traveling 
expenses an opportunity to demonstrate? ‘This is a part of the Law, just 
as healing is, and our part is to keep open all the channels that bring 
prosperity to us by trusting and believing. If our ideas are big enough, 
a dollar will be just as easy to demonstrate as fifty cents, for our minds 
will have such a firm hold on Substance that it will express itself largely 
in all of our affairs. Look at it this way, and see if it doesn’t seem easy. 


Duluth, Minn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enclose a picture of my two Wees, who 
want you to know how we demonstrated health when we had scarlet 
fever a few weeks ago. Mary was sick in bed 
but one day, and Archibald two days, then 
all fever and headache disappeared. No one 
knew that we had it until it was all gone. 
This is the affirmation we used: “We are se- 
cure in Jesus Christ’s healing—whole, perfect, 
strong, powerful, loving, harmonious and hap- 
py.” We wish the new Wee Wisdom a very 
happy and prosperous future. We have been 
greatly benefited by reading the little maga- 
zine, and send our love to all Wees wherever 
they may be. Lovingly yours, 

Bettie Ochlenschloge, Mother. 

These are splendid demonstrations, and 
surely they are proof that God is our help 
in every need. 

Havener, New Mexico. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I am only seven, 
so I am having my mamma write for me, though I can write some myself. 
I went to school last year for the first time, and though my teacher was 
good and kind, I don’t believe she knows about Wee Wisdom. I am 
only a beginner in Truth, but my mamma has taught me love for all life, 
for a long time. It is hard sometimes to keep our mind gardens clean, 


but I am trying. Goodbye, Goebel Armstrong. 
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We prophesy a good crop in Goebel’s Thought Garden, for he is 
sowing the right kind of seed when he says, “I am trying.” 
duce a healthy plant and beautiful flowers for his garden. 


Millsboro, S. D. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have not written you for some time, but 
write now to say that I should like to have a larger Wee Wisdom. I read 
a lot now. This morning I was reading a little book and found a poem 
which I think is very pretty, so I shall copy it and send it to you. We 
have just taken a trip to my grandmother’s where we had a good visit, 
although it rained most all the time. Joy and love to all the Boosters, 

Fredria Johnson. 
We are glad to hear from you again, Fredria, and thank you for 

the little poem, which we may be able to print later on. 


Everett, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI’ve not written for a long time, but I want you 
to know how glad I am that we’re going to have a bigger Wee Wisdom. 
I made a demonstration the other day: I lost my ball in the woods, but 
I trusted in God and I found it again. Your loving Booster, 
Frederick N. Kelsey. 
We're glad of tidings from you again Frederick, and to know that 
even though you’ve not written you have not forgotten to apply the 
Truth. You see that’s what counts, for no matter how much we may 
know, it will not help us unless we use it. 


It will pro- 


Calabar, Mont. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—We are starting a club which we will call the 


Pollyanna Club. We are not collecting any money, but just exchanging 
birthday greetings and Christmas cards. I wish that Wee Wisdom came 
every week, instead of every month. Here are the names of the members 
of our Club: Miss Minnie E. Benedict, Los Angeles, Cal.; Miss I. J. 
Dunlap, Calabar, Mont.; Annie Stole, Manchester, N. H.; Jennie M. 


Russel, Calabar, Mont. Here is a little verse for you: 


“Let’s all get ready for the game, 
That Pollyanna taught us; 
Let’s all be glad the whole day long, 
For cheer that she has brought us. 


Let’s all be glad in all we do, 
New smiles on others piling; 
Wher’er we go, whate’er pursue, 
Be glad, keep sweet, keep smiling.” 
Yours sincerely, Jennie M. Russell. 
We extend the right hand of fellowship to the new club. May it 
live long and prosper. 
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Richland, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Every month I wait eagerly for your arrival. 
Whoever named you Wee Wisdom certainly knew the right title, for 
every time I peek inside the magic covers, I see something I have never 
seen or known before. I like the nature stories you sometimes have. Just 
when the early flowers were beginning to come, I wrote a little essay and 
called it Spring. I am sending it, but maybe it is too late. I believe I 
did not tell you that I received a personal letter from the President of our 
dear United States, in answer to a little poem of greeting I sent him. 

Lovingly, Mary M. Davis. 


Your essay is very good Mary, but we will tuck it safely away for 
our next number, for we would not like to have its airy springiness 
swallowed up in summer's warmth. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you how glad I am to have you 
visit me. My dear grandma paid your traveling expenses for my 8th 
birthday, last October. I read all the letters, stories and 

poems, and hope to get lots of wisdom from you. I 

think we have the most beautiful country to live in— 

all sunshine and flowers. I am a very happy little girl, 

now that the war is over and peace declared, and my 

papa home from service. He was gone almost two 

years; he was in France and many other places. We 

have splendid schools here, and I am learning fast. I 

send you my picture that you can see what a big girl I 


am. Lovingly, Clarita Daum. 


We all rejoice with you Clarita, that the war is 
over and that you have your papa at home again; 
and, if the truth were known, we are sure that papa 
was just as glad to get home to his little girl. 

El Cajon, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I'm for the big Wee Wisdom. 
I love to read, and am always sorry when I read Wee 
Wisdom through, but it is always good. I like the 
Clarita Daum Booster letters best. We have had a wonderful Bible 
lesson on Cain and Abel, and Enoch and Nod. Cain is the material 
consciousness, Abel is the spiritual consciousness. Enoch also means spir- 
itual consciousness, and Nod means mental confusion. I love to study the 
Bible. Vacation is here again. I’m so glad. Next year I'll be in the 
eighth grade. I’m fourteen. With next fall comes elocution lessons, and 
they will be quite new to me. I have eleven rabbits, which I delight in 
caring for. They are so innocent and trusting. When they are about 
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three weeks old they are very fat and cunning. They are mine entirely; 
the money from them goes to me, and I have to buy the grain and everything 
necessary for them from my own money. I have two does wow, but | 
think when I get out of debt I’ll buy some more. Well, this is short, but 
I don’t know how sweet. With love and faith, Ilene Simpson. 


The quickest way to get out of debt, Ilene, is to affirm that you owe no 
man anything but love. As you drop out of your mind the thought of 
debt, it will be easier to master it in your affairs . 


Oak Park, IIl. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me for two months, 
and I love you very much. I would like to join the Booster Club and get 
a pin. Will you please tell me how much they are? Our maid is going 
on her vacation next Monday, and I am going to help mother. She will 
pay me a dollar a week, and when I have earned a few dollars I am 
going to send it to you for your traveling expenses to some little children 
that cannot send for you themselves. I wish that some of the Boosters 
would write to me. My address is 316 N. Kenilworth Ave. Please, 

please have a larger Wee Wisdom. Lovingly, Mona Hill. 


Mona has the true Booster spirit, and we thank her in advance for 
her very kind offer. So many have asked about the price of Booster pins 
this month that we give it here—fifteen cents each. We have just received 
a fresh supply of nice, new shiny ones. 

Flint, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me for two years; I 
have been wishing that you would grow, and now I have my wish. I have 
enjoyed your visits very much, and I am sending you a love offering. 
I’m not going to go on a vacation this summer. I went to Arkansas in 
the winter, so I have had my vacation. Wee Wisdom has helped me 
greatly and shown me the way to health and happiness, and I could not 
get along without it. Lovingly, Marion Baillie. 


Wee Wisdom returns you thanks for the love offering, Marion. It 
will pay her traveling expenses to some other little girl or boy who will 
love her as you do. 

Omaha, Nebr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you! I like to go to sleep on your magic 
pillows and to wake up on them. I hope our big brother Rick will not 
change the outside pictures, as they are as good as they can be. I would 
like to be an artist like him. I make demonstrations every day, and God 
always does what I ask him. When mamma or I lose anything I say, “It 
is in it’s right place now,” and then I always find it. If we get stuck in 
the mud with our car I say, “We are now out, driving along,” then I wait 
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a minute in the silence, and we go right along. If I get hurt, I see Christ 
in place of the sore, and it gets well. If I feel sick, I say, There is no 
sickness in the kingdom of heaven,” and I get well right away. I give my 
Wee Wisdoms to little friends, and I am thankful that Mrs. Fillmore has 
given the magazine to us little children. Lovingly, 

. Neva Josephine Truman. 


We are glad to hear from Neva, and to know about all her good 
demonstrations. She is a loyal little Booster, and we shall expect more 
from her. 


Independence, Ore. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You are a birthday present to me from my 
mamma, and I love you so. I want to be a Booster, and I want to earn 
the money myself to buy a pin. We resolved this morning to call money 
“White Fairies,” as it brings us the things to make us happy. I am seven 
years young, and have begun to study Truth. I enclose a white fairy 
and a whole lot of love. 


I wish Wee Wisdom was so big, 
“Twould take a whole week to read it through. 
And then I’d just begin and dig 
To make it twice that size, wouldn’t you? 
Alta Meale Chamberlin. 


Alta means that money is the fairy-symbol of God's great, inexhausti- 
ble bounty, and that is a good way to look at it. Hlere’s a splendid letter 
from Cloude Chamberlin in the same envelope. 

Independence, Ore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom— 

I want to be a Booster, 
And with the Boosters stand, 
To help spread cheer and happiness, 
Through each and ev'ry land. 


I am learning, when I get hurt, to just sit still and say the prayer 
my teacher taught me at school, and then God heals me. This is the 
prayer: 

“Father, I thank thee for the night, 
And for the pleasant morning light; 
For rest and food and loving care, 
And all that makes the world so fair. 
Help us to do the things we should, 
To be to others kind and good, 

In all we do, in work or play, 
To grow more loving every day.” 
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I am so glad that we have found Truth, Unity and Wee Wisdom. I 
enclose a white fairy, to bring cheer to some one. Please make Wee Wis- 
dom bigger. Love to all, Cloude Chamberlin. 


We thank Cloude and Alta for the white fairies they send. 
Washington, D. C. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have written to you several times, but have 
not found my letters in the magazine. I have also written to two little girls 
whose names appeared in Wee Wisdom; they are Helen A. Best and 
Florence Wages, and I am going to write to more of the Boosters. I read 
a letter in the Booster Department in which one of the members wanted 
some of the children to tell how God has helped them, so I will tell you 
how God has blessed me. I have been very ill many times, but God has 
made me well and happy again. He keeps me from getting hurt or sick, 
and blesses me in all my ways. One time I was very lame with rheuma- 
tism, and God made me well because I always said the “Prayer of 
Faith” and other prayers that I know. I have a little pet canary that 
sings all the time. E-very time I go near him he says, “peep, peep.” 
Yours truly, Julia Cookman. 

We are glad to see that you are demonstrating the truth of the 
“Prayer of Faith,” Julia. Prayer is the fairy wand that transforms things 
for us and opens all the doors of God’s beautiful kingdom for our entrance. 

Latonia, Ky. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, though you have 
been visiting me some time. I like your stories very much. I send the 
copies of Wee Wisdom that I have read, to another little girl. I would 
like to start a club, but there are no children here who believe in Truth. 
I am taking music lessons, and I ask God to help me learn. I know 
Christ is my health. Your loving friend, Virginia Pye. 


It is a loving, generous spirit that prompts Virginia to pass on her 
Wee Wisdoms to others, and Wee Wisdom whispers to us that she likes 
to be passed on where she is appreciated, instead of being left to accumulate 
dust on the bookshelves. 

Los Gatos, Cal. 

Dearest Wees—I am writing you again, to join in the clamor for 
the new magazine. Won't it be splendid? More of our letters can be 
published then, perhaps, and stories and poems. I, for one, vote “aye.” 
Now Royal, I, too, want to correspond with the Wees. I write some, 
and enjoy it so much. My address is Route 2, Box 34. School is out, and 
I am going to enjoy the summer and also try to find something to do. I like 
to spend my spare time in writing letters and stories, and in reading. | 
went over to a friend’s house yesterday, and her brother was mowing hay. 
A rabbit ran out; my friend and I chased it. She caught it, but let it go 
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again. We felt so sorry for the poor little thing—it was so tiny and brown 
and furry. She also caught a baby quail that was brown and looked 
like a little chicken or turkey, but she also let that go. I think I can almost 
hear our postman whistling some song out along the route, so with lots 
of love, I am a Booster, Harriet Eells. 

Harriet’s letters are always interesting, for she writes about various 
things, and that’s what makes a good letter writer. The same things told 
over and over again in the same way, soon lose their interest. 

Here are the Boosters who have come to join us this month. Isn’t it 
splendid that they got here in time for the party? A party always gives 
one such a satisfactory, get-acquainted-feeling: Matilda M. Dudal, 
Marion Wiles, Viola Edgerly, Hazel Kuno, Laura Gould, Ethelene 
Gould, Billy Fraesday,. Misses Greene, Damaris Hicks, Vivian Engen, 
Esther Schieve, Grant Hayden. 


Many have cast their votes for a larger magazine, and here it is! 
But even with our increased space we could not publish all the Booster 
letters this month, so we have had to go over them very carefully and 
select those that were the most interesting. You see, it does not matter so 
much just how old you are, whether you go to school, the names of your 
brothers and sisters, and all that. The things that count are the things you 


are seeing and doing, and the demonstrations you are making. These are 
the things that interest us all; so if you want to see your letter in Wee 
Wisdom, make it just as interesting as ever you can. Make it so good 
that we cannot leave it out. 


KATHERINE’S ARITHMETIC LESSON 
HarriET EELLs, years. 
Mrs. Ward looked after her little daughter, who flung herself 


into the hammock. 

“Oh dear,” she sighed, “I only tried to have her count her 
numbers.” 

*“‘Mother,”’ called Katherine, “what shall I 

Mrs. Ward told her to sit still in the hammock and look about 
her, or to climb into the big oak tree in the back yard. 

Katherine stretched herself out in the hammock and lay staring 
up at the sky. Pretty soon she bounded up and ran into the house, 
exclaiming, “Oh mother! I have learned my arithmetic lesson. I 
counted the different kinds of trees, and how many clouds floated 
across the sky; and just think, mother! thé sum I counted was my 
arithmetic lesson. It was all the things that God has made, too, and 
one great thing I know now is that He is the greatest Teacher.” 
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* BIBLE LESSONS + 


a) MARY 


Lesson 19, SuNpDay, AucustT 10, 1919. 


WINNING OTHERS TO CHRIST—Acts 16:9-15, James 
5 :19-20. 


GoLDEN TExT—Ye shall be my witnesses both in Jerusalem, 
and. in all Judaea and Samaria, and unto the uttermost part of the 


earth.—Acts 1:8. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 


The chief point in our lesson today is conversion, and conversion 
means to change from one state to another. There are many people 
who have lived so long with their attention taken up with things in the 
outer world, that they forget about the inner world and their indwelling 
‘Helper. But there comes a time when they desire to know this 
Helper, and they send out the cry, “Come over into Macedonia and 
help us.” Then comes the Spirit of Truth, revealing the presence of 
the indwelling Christ, and man turns to him in the fullness of love 
and confidence. Every thought and feeling is converted to the Christ, 
and they are “won” to him. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What is the first step in conversion? Desire to know the Christ 
and live His life. 

Where does conversion take place? In the mind and heart. 

Explain in your own words how we win our thoughts to Christ. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—/ am a living witness 
of the presence and power of Christ. 


LEsson 20, Sunpay, Aucust 17, 1919. 
CHRISTIAN MISSIONS—Acts 1:8; 14:8-20. 
GoLDEN TExT—Go ve into all the world, and preach the 
gospel.—Mark 16:15. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 
In this lesson we find Paul preaching the gospel and healing 
a cripple. Paul had been tarrying in Jerusalem before coming to 
Lystra; that means that he had been abiding at the City of Peace, 
which is the place where we must all abide if we would do the works 
which Paul did. There are in our minds certain thoughts that have 
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always appeared to us to be cripples, but that is because they have 
never received the light of Truth. Let us take the part of Paul and 
teach these thoughts that they are now made whole—thoughts of anger 
are made thoughts of love, thoughts of sickness are made thoughts 
of health, and so on with every thought that has not known its true 
character. Then these thoughts, like the man in our lesson, will leap 
up and walk. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What does it mean to go into all the world and preach the gospel > 
It means to affirm the Truth for ourselves; to teach our thoughts their 
true characters, and to teach our bodies that they are temples of the 
living God. 

What does Je usalem mean? City of Peace. 

Why is it so necessary that we abide at Jerusalem before we under- 

take to minister to our thoughts? Because one must be at peace before 
he can command all his forces. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ preach the gospel 
to all the people of my world, and they are healed. 


Lesson 21, SUNDAY, AuGusT 24, 1919. 
SOCIAL RESPONSIBILIT Y—Luke 10:25-37. 


GoLDEN TEXT—As we have opportunity, let us work that 
which is good toward all men—Gal. 6:10. 

(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

This lesson illustrates love to God and to our fellowmen. Jesus’ 
explanation of the Law is, “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with 
all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with 
all thy mind; and thy neighbor as thyself.” To love God in this 
way is to have our hearts filled with love for everything in his universe. 
We will have quick sympathy for our brother in distress, and moved 
by that inner impulse of love, we will minister to him. We will 
realize that the same Life flows through every living creature, and will 
have compassion upon it. Those who would have eternal -life must 
seek in every way to preserve the forms in which it manifests. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Would it be possible to really love God without loving our 
fellowmen? No. God dwells in all men, and all forms of life. 


Is there any life but God-life>? No. . 
What will be our action toward a brother in distress if we have 
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love in our hearts? We will minister to him, as did the Samaritan 
in our lesson. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—My heart is filled 
with love for God and for my fellowmen. 


Lesson 22, Aucust 31, 1919. 
TEMPERANCE LESSON—Daniel 1 :8-20. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Every man that striveth in the games exer- 
ciseth self-control in all things—I Cor. 9:25. 

(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

This -is a temperance lesson, and it brings out strongly Daniel’s 
overcoming in the matter of strong wine and “‘the king’s dainties.” 
Evidently, then, we should be as temperate in the matter of eating as 
we are in the matter of drinking. We should be wise in our choice 
of food and drink, and if we always ask of the Christ-Wisdom, we 
will be guided aright in our selection. One who eats flesh takes into 
his system all the animal desires and tendencies, for we not only eat 
the visible food, but the thought or idea back of it is built into con- 
sciousness. To use strong drink of any kind with the thought that 
it is a necessary stimulant, is to deny the Christ-Strength. ‘Man does 
not live by bread alone,” but by the words of God as well. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
What is the idea back of food and drink? Spiritual Substance. 
How can we demonstrate over the desire for improper food? 


Through asking and trusting to the guidance of the Christ-Wisdom in 
our selection of food. 


Explain in your own words why it is not good to eat flesh. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—/ am fed and nour- 
ished by the living Word of Truth. 


SUMMER JEWELS 


A million little diamonds 
Twinkled in the trees, 
And all the little maidens said: 
“A jewel, if you please.” 
While they held their hands outstretched 
To catch the diamonds gay, 
A million little sunbeams came 
And stole them all away. 
—Selected. 
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THE TREE OF LIFE 


Hidden in its branches are eight of the fruits. How many can 
you find? Their names will be given on this page next month. 
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BIRTHDAY CALL, IN WHICH PEANUTS IS INTRODUCED. 


Whoa, boy! Here we are at the birthday party of our long- 
time friend, Wee Wisdom. 


How fine she looks in her new dress! 


Curtis and I have brought a new friend to meet all of you. 

His name is Peanuts, and he has four legs and the prettiest |>!ack 
mane and tail you ever saw. 
He isn’t any larger than sixty 
seconds, and like most 
youngsters of five, he likes 
to attract attention. 

Peanuts and a nice lit- 
: tle buggy and a saddle came 
Mijares to Curtis as a birthday sur- 
A ye prise from the best uncle that 
ever looked into a little boy’s 
“UE heart and knew what he'd 
like best. A bicycle is splen- 
did, and so are roller skates, 
but Peanuts — why he’s 

alive, and already a member of the family in good standing. 

So instead of walking or motoring to the party, Curtis has come 
on Peanuts so they may both have a good time. If, by any chance 
you have an apple in your pocket, do not be startled to feel a soft 
inquisitive nose exploring in that vicinity. Peanuts firmly believes 
that pockets were made for the purpose of carrying apples to be fed 
to pretty ponies. At least all the spare pockets around our place are 
put to that use nowadays. 

On the great day when Uncle Roy drove in at the big gate 
behind the little pony, he told Curtis that he might have him for his 
very own if he could guess his name. Just as a wee hint he told us 
that it was something to eat. Curtis guessed many things, and because 
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he is very fond of peanut butter, of course he guessed that. He was 
getting warm, and Uncle Roy asked him what peanut butter is made 
of, and, would you believe it! he said, “olive oil.” That would be a 
great name for a horse, wouldn’t it? Att last, however, he guessed 
it and we felt secure. It would have been a woeful thing to lose a 
pony because we could not guess his name. It reminds me of the 
fairy story of a queen who was required to guess the name of the 
little dwarf man. The name was “Rumpel-stilt-skin.”” My sympa- 
thy always went out to that queen. 


It’s about time for us to turn Peanuts’ head toward “Friendly 
Maples” and say, “Come on boy, let’s go.” It has been a splendid 
party, hasn’t 


We wish you could all come out and take a ride. You could 
use the buggy or saddle, whichever you chose. We couldn’t all ride 
at once (especially Royal), but we could take turns, and Peanuts 
would enjoy it as much as anyone. He loves boys and girls. He 
loves everybody, as a true Booster should, but he thinks that the nght 
kind of education has been neglected if anyone fails to carry apples 
in his pockets. 


Well, see you again next month. Let’s go, Peanuts. 


THE BLUEBIRD’S NEST 
A Song 


“‘There’s a wee little nest in the old oak tree, 
Safe and high, safe and high. 
There are three tiny eggs, blue as blue can be, 
Like the sky, like the sky. 
And the dear mother bird keeps them warm ‘neath her breast, 
*Neath her out-spreading wings the blue eggs safely rest, 
There'll be three little birds in the tiny nest, 
By and by, by and by. 


“There are three baby birds in a wee, wee nest, 

Up so high, up so high. 

When the wind rocks the bough, there they safely rest, 
Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye. 

There are three hungry mouths to be filled when they cry, 

There are three baby birds to be taught how to fly, 

There they rock fast asleep, ‘neath the evening sky, 
Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye.” 

—Selected by Idona Willdon. 
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THE LITTLE PRINCE 
2) GRACE PEARL BRONAUGH 


T used to be an only child, 
Yet I had playmates not a few. 


Those children never wept nor smiled 
Save when I told them what to do. 


No eye beheld them but my own 
And what they said none else could tell. 


Their laughter to my ear alone 


Rang merrily —their songs as well. 


I said, “Come here,” they always came. 


| said, “Go there,” they always went. 


| called them everyone by name, 


We quarreled not and were content. 


But there was one, a little Prince 


Who seemed more real than the rest 


He went away and ever since 


I've looked for him and loved him best. 


He was more quiet than his mates, 


He never plagued nor pulled my hair. 


] see him still, he sits and waits, 


He never speaks, he just is there! 


And still I am an only child 
Though some might say that I am old. 
Aga'n those children come who smiled 


And cried whenever they were told. 


They come and play; we romp and run, 
Though we are old as old can be, 
And when I weary of the fun 


The little Prince comes back to me! 


| : Fresh and the day: \" +. | 
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